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A CANADIAN LULLABY.

Sleep, ra darling one, sleep.
Wildly the winter wind blows;

Wake not, my darling, to weep,
ColdTy nnd llerrely It snows;

Child, be thy slumbers deep- - ,
The dreer tte letter, (!od knows.

Dried are the tears on thy cheek,
(Moor hut ure tit)' tiny hand;

Thy white lips so wistfully meek
Are mule t thy'hunger's demands. ' '

(JenllyJ my darling one, seek
Thy comfort In slumlwr's dreamland.

Child, bo thy slumber's deep!
Wildly the winter wind lilowx;

Wake not, my darling,, to weep;
The mother-hea- rt breaks for thy woes.

Death, and her Sleep!"
And which 1 the who knows! .1

-- Algernon tie V. Tutsln.

APPEARANCES.

I)r mau dat wears de slickest tile
Doun draw de blues' check;

De riches' lookln'Uln'obslle'
Doaft ylel' dc blgges" iK'ck.

I)e boss dat's hlirhes" In d pool
Doan always win de race, ' '

Kase sometimes he's b little off.

An' sometimes held fo' place.

De bulldog wld de orn'ry jaw
Ala' half so bud to meet .

As dat dar yellow mungril cur
Dat's layln' for you' meat.

De mooley cow dat hlsts her leg
An' makes de milk maid scream.

Am JpstilelKissIecowdatjgltes
,jpe riches', kln'.ob.cream.

De.mtile dat hab de wicked eye,
Aln' half so bod, now mlu'

Look out for dat'ole sleepy mule
Yo's wnlkln' roun' behln'.

Ken King.
,.14. - -

I look with.plty on.the man ,,
Whom nature's given gall;

nut heavens? how'I scorn-th- chump

Who thinks he knows It all.
Henry James.' , ;-- t. ' ..

VJV.- -4 J4jpttfcjni .i

TELLINC THEM OF- TAMPA. ,
Weary months I, spent n Tampa, where the'"' lusciduhrird'ta'cJtgrfiws;
Tlsa wondrousfhitt,.dar'iter. .which fact ik

ev'ry soldier know,..
And It grows please pass the butter! grpwa

in Tampa, as I r,

Just's feVpb'atoes! Mothen won't you
puss the bread! k

There's another cfcrloii product of that most
peculiar land ) - '1 1

iTis the pig tree, where t be pork glooms, Moth-

er, this steak's Just grand!f
And this pig tree -- Mother,' saV. Vhls'ilomV-hiad- e

pickle's ill Wk:?" ' ' ''
Tell yiiu'all nliout our camp life! Certainly

' '"' rplenfcdpuss'the'breod: "
Well, we got up In thrumming' ami at night, we '- -1

.j. went tolsid-.fc.Y-
.

, ..V: ' '(,-ei- l 1 j
Tbcn sometime. weStIsler. help me to ail- -.

other piece of steak!' '"""

Yes. and' then. ogulnrWe" Mother, what" tte'
gravy you aalmake! is- - 'i.i

DM we have' giWd 'ffleMx'at TUmpa! I Ye. In- -,

deedy In u horn! ;v. . ?. i, f j ,

lest the land . afforded,- - .SsU-r,-, itlifyjae one.,
T more ear of VW"?

Meals d'own'there were so dellghtf'ul'tAat I
J1 Mother, pour the tear '" ',r" "

So delightful that 8ay,-sjster- , Is that surco- - .

, tashl,spe , , .
t- -

Well, us I wax saying, enmp life l sister, ;
pass therslaw, .,., ,, t.

Camp life Just a bit more steak
raw!er -- medium

To go' back to camp' life Will I haie some
chicken salad, say) ' , t

Willi; Well, you try, me! Sister, won't, ,vou
pass the bread, tb.pi way! ,

' - 11

Down BtTHtnpuj-wha- t's that. niother!,Dld I

hear you mention pie! .,..
Ice cream, too! this must be heaven In the

" '-

Down at'Tompansyj mother! just two lumps
Unlll Uikfit ., . j nl .

Down at-- P. confound old Tttmpu; Sister, won't
you pass the cake!
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